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Now the muezzin's call died down. The night was over.
We stood before the door of Themistocle's house.

We knocked softly, and waited, flattened in the shadow,
prepared for either welcome or betrayal.

We waited and waited. I thought, They're asleep :
we shall have to hide in the ruins until to-morrow
evening.

Then the door opened about an inch and two little faces
appeared, low down : behind them someone held a
light.

At last the door was flung wide, and we saw on the
stairs a whole family of friendly people, male and female,
old and young, all in night dress, and all with arms out-
stretched in greeting. We might have been prodigal sons
returning, instead of two strangers whose presence would
be a source of continual danger.

After a business talk with Themistocle, during which
fifty pounds changed hands, Hyppolite and Athene, his
twin children, aged eight, took us each by the hand and
led us upstairs.

" The last escaped prisoner we had here was a forger,"
said Hyppolite.

" He was a friend of father's," added Athene, " and
escaped to Russia about six weeks ago. He was afraid that
the police would find his tools, so he threw them into our
cistern : they are there now."

We reached the top floor, and were shown into an apart-
ment containing a double bed with a stufiy canopy of
damask.

" This is our bedroom," they said.

" And where are we to sleep ? " I asked.

"Here," said Themistode, who had followed close